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journey to ask about him? and now you send me
away to more trouble."
The jail guard looked at Punch! Menika for a
minute or two.
"Well," he said, "charity they say is like rain to
a parched crop. You are asking for drought in a
parched field* I knew the man; he was here, but he
is dead. He died two months back."
The jail guard expected to hear the shrill cry
and the beating of the breast, the signs of a woman s
mourning. Punchi Menika astonished him by walk-
ing slowly away to the shade, and sitting down again
by the prison wall. The blow was too heavy for the
conventional signs of grief. She sat dry-eyed; she
felt little, but the intense desire to get away to the
village, to get away out of this world, where she
was lost and alone, to the compound, where she could
sit and watch the sun set behind the jungle. She
did not wait long; she set out at once down the hill.
The old man still sat among his cows looking at the
cocoanut-trees.
"Ah," he said, as she passed him, "they never
come out. I told you so."
"He is dead, father."
"Yes, they never come out. Go back to the vil-
lage, child/"'
"I am going, father."